On this callous disconcerned world

An innocent woman in widowhood

You ruined in the cruel hug of stormy sea

The whirlwinds and cyclonic gales tossed

Placating your placid life and respiration

Aghast, how you suffered in the midnight-mid sea

Harsh fate engulfed you in rough waters

Difficult to forget your cheerful face

With charming innocence, charisma

God is cruel, likewise the nature

I like to see you, play with you
With unquenching thirst again and again
Come to me my brother, at least in dream
With the same neat dress, in inshirt pose

(In memory of my friend who drowned in the Bay
along with many others in November 1995 Cyclonic Storm,
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